KING RICHARD III
Slander myfelf as fzlfe to Edward’s bed,

Throw over her the veil of infamy :
So fthe may live unfcarr’d from bleeding {laughter,
I will confefs the was not Edward’s daughter.
K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, the is of royal blood!
Queen. To fave her life I'll fay fhe is not fo.
K. Rich, Her life is fafeft only in her birth.
Queen. And only in that fafety dy’d her brothers.
K. Rich. No, at their births good ftars were oppofite.
Queen. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary.s
K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of deftiny.
Queen. True; when avoided grace makes deftiny :
My babes were deftin’d to a fairer death,
If grace had blefs’d thee with a fairer life.
K. Rich. You {peak, as if that I had {lain my coufins?
ueen. Whofe hands foever lanc’d their tender hearts,
Thy head, all indire&ly, gave diretion:
No doubt, the murd’rous knife was dull and blunt,
Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart,
To revel in the entrails of my lambs.
But that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue fhould to thy ears not name my boys,
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ;
And I, in fuch a defp’rate bay of death,
Like a poor bark of fails and tackling reft,
Rufh all to pieces on thy rocky bofom.
K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize,
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars,
As I intend more good to you and yours,
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d !
Queen. What good is cover’d with the face of heav'n,
To be difcover’d, that can do me good ?

K. Rich. Th’advancement of your children, gentle lady.

Queen. Up to fome fcaffold, there to lofe their heads.
K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune,
The high imperial type of this earth’s glory.

VoL IV Bbb Queen.




